Theme: Community 


Letter from the Editors: 


As we thought about this semester's theme we were inspired 
by the rich student body of Redeemer. With our strong group 
of believers, we have seen the value of friendship, support, 
and faith in close fellowship. With this theme we hope to 
encourage you to notice how community has affected your 
life and the lives of those around you. The definition of Quest 
is a long or arduous search for something. It involves seeking 
and a desire to find. With this theme we want to show you 
how the people in our lives support and love each other. 


Hannah Kamerman & Hannah Brisby 


Poems and Creative Works 


Visual Arts 


5. Finding Peace in the Pain - Hannah Brinkman 4. Rolling Thunder - Brookelyn Heintzman 


6. Join the Congregation - Nathan Lise 

8. Out of the Woods -Rachel Horvath 

10. The View from the Upper Balcony - Carly Ververs 

12. Bean's Water House - Olivia Elia 

15. Magic - Hannah Brisby 

16-17. The Hope of the Accuracy We Bring - Carly Ververs 
19. Grace Amazing - Emma Roorda 

20-21. Constellations of Us - Hannah Haworth 


7. What is Love? - Brookelyn Heintzman 
8. Snow Leopard - Rena Lugtigheid 

9, Untitled - Emma Roorda 

10. Glacial Melt - Simone Bos 


11. Untitled - Stehpanie Ten Hove 

12. Water Toes - Anonymous 

13. Smile - Rena Lugtigheid 

14. Depths - Brookelyn Heintzman 

18. Touching Bubbles - Rena Lugtigheid 
19. Untitled - Rena Lugtugheid 

22, Peonys - Simone Bos 

23. Unity - Rena Lugtigheid 


Finding Peace in the Pain - Hannah Brinkman 


Something extraordinary always seems to happen when I decide to look at the mess in my life and give it a big 
hug. When I decide to roll around in the mud-puddle of anxiety and people-pleasing and drench myself, know- 
ing that I need to get clean. Or when I rip the band-aid of heartbreak that I've kept on my arm for far too long, 
and embrace the discomfort and melancholy, knowing that I can’t hide my sorrow. “Marriage is scary,” are the 
words my marriage counsellor started off our first session with. “You can’t hide from the pain you experience, 
you have to share all of this with your other half.” I can’t help but make the classic comparison of a marriage 
relationship to my relationship with God. I always slip into these periods of life where I ignore the pain sitting 

in my heart, like dust and grime collecting to the point where a simple dusting will no longer do. A brush and 
bucket of soapy water and a whole day of scrubbing maybe a good start. Part of what my heart beats for is com- 
munity. I crave the moments at the table with tears of laughter and someone snorting milk out their nose. I crave 
the moments sitting on the living room couches with tears of stress and someone running to their room to grab 
the tissue box. However I am currently craving these moments, and I’m wondering why they aren’t happening? 
Maybe it’s because I chose to hide my tear-streaked cheeks after my grandfather passed or chose to hold down 
the chest-heaving sobs of homesickness. When I share all of this with my housemates, I am always returned with 
the warm words of “why didn’t you tell us sooner?” and come home to lined paper notes left on my bed. I want 
to embrace pain. I want to lean into it, like you would when you're pushing a neighbour’s car that’s stuck in the 
snow. I know my leaning might not always be as forceful, so maybe I should compare it to a graceful crescendo 
in an aria. I want to look pain in the face and throw my hands up in the air and feel the vibrations in my chest of 
my voice singing Holy, Holy, Holy. Somehow, when I acknowledge pain I find Peace. It is in these moments, when 
I'm linked arm-in-arm with my ache that I feel closest to Him. 


Join the Congregation - Nathan Lise 


The mist will not subside - fade into the blur 
Tired mornings early faces - today they will procure. 
Different places many races - the cost to take the path 
Twenty thirty, riding early - the journey will not last 

forever 


Join the congregation! 

Feel community simmer. 
Join the congregation, 
arrive better, together! 

Join, oh join this congregation! 
They will leave without you. 
United in this nation- 
they won't even know you came 
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. ‘2 Out the Woods - Rachel Horvath 
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No more fearful, sleepless, hopeless 
nights but happiness and peaceful rest 
The road is not straight or perfect, 

but we've been through so much worse before| 


Walking, running, hiding, scraping 
\ together the will to keep fighting 

Its been so long, my friend, 

since seeing a semblance or sign of the end 


One step and agony will be he ne - over, we an n-be free... A 
nothing more than a vague memory ote ang Pi maybe again 
Finally Because, my dear = 


Were out of the woods, darling We madeut out 


No more dark canopies of high 
branches interwoven with black leaves 
Only endless, wonderful sky as far 

as we can see, we are free to fly 

The skies may storm, but we fear not 
the rain after the abuse of grief 
Believe me 
We're out of the woods, hone 


The View from the ‘Upper Balcony - 
Carly Ververs 


We stand for the first time in hours, cracking backs 
and knuckles, stretching necks and arms, willing 
blood 
to flow back into stiff limbs. Woodenly, 
we make our way to the windows, and our breath 
collectively catches. Spires scrape 
against the sky and tear 
through to the other side. Paint spills out, splatters 
the stone city 
red, orange, pink. I imagine coloured footprints 
crisscrossing 
cobblestone streets, coloured handprints 
pressed into walls, paint flecks dotting iron faces, 
blue doors, 
clear windows, park benches, upturned faces. Do 

; ‘ you believe 
[Melt fae s 2 in God? a boy asks. 
Simone Bos ae > Who else is spilling down? 
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Untitled - 
Stephanie Ten Hove 


Bean Water’s House - Olivia Elia 


Forest green aprons donned. Snowy 
milk cascades from a cool greyish-white 
steel pitcher. Steaming ivory swirls with 

java darkness already consuming the 
Venti. A name is called, as frost-bitten 
hands swaddle the drink. 


Chestnut tables bump together. Gliding 

napkins sweep a creaky chair wiping off 

crumbs. Two people take seats, no words 
traded as their tongues have been taken by a cat. 


Separation from unruly punishment bestowed 
by mothernature. Sooty wool covers head and 
hands, feather-filled parka carrying brunt of the work, 
shielding to keep coldness away from toasty flesh. 
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Smile - 


Rena Lugtigheid 


‘Magic - Hannah Brisby 


Incandescent lights sparkle in the moonlight, 
soft hands hold fast together, 
hushed whispers fading to the night. 
Radiant faces gleam brightly, 
and with the crunch of freshly fallen snow, 
love is palpable. 
Magic is here-- 
everywhere-- 
Simply 
look. 


The hope of accuracy we bring - Carly Ververs 


to such tasks is crazy, heartbreaking—orange tickets fed through 

thin lips and then returned, expelled, an exhale into my waiting 

hand. What colour were the streets? Beige, cobblestone, wet with rain, water 
pooling in sinkholes of uneven ground. A door opposite St Mary’s 


Church — heavy wood, with a lion carved into its face, and I ran 
my fingers over the peaks and dips of his mane and eyes, nose 
and mouth. Two fawns, both gold, carrying the overhang 

on their backs. A lamppost—the lamppost—planted not in snow- 


covered soil, but in wet stone. Students shouldering backpacks, pushing 
past tourists to get inside stone libraries; the sounds of rustling 

paper, fingers typing, hushed voices. Native tongues speaking oaths 

not to steal, damage, deface. Agoraphobic books — spines and pages 
trembling at the thought of crossing the library’s threshold. A hazy skyline 
broken by spires, softened by fog. Stone faces with curly hair, curly beards, 
unyielding eyes and skin. Miles and miles and miles and miles of books 


at Blackwells — five stories high, poetry section in the middle, tucked 
in the corner. I remember stretching up on my tiptoes to reach the top 
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shelf, skimming Wordsworth and Plath — was there an unlit fireplace, 
a green armchair? A red door leading into the Quaker Meeting House, 


and squeaky stairs leading upstairs, and hush, hush as we took our tea breaks 
halfway through class. And Regent’s Park College — one of the smallest, 

with three—or was it four?—long oak tables, straight-backed chairs, three 

lunch options to choose from; small courtyard, ivy creeping up stone walls, 

meal bell waiting to be rung, tortoise races between other colleges, keep off 

the lawn. Fairy lights strung over cobblestone streets, aching feet, mildew- 
splattered pages in four-quid books, pink cherry tree on High Street, more cycles 
than trees lining streets, beer foam moustaches, the Bird and the 

Baby, long strides, wet streets, wet feet, long nights, white walls, cold hands and warm 
breath—and no list could hold what I wanted, for what I wanted was every 

last thing, every layer of speech and thought, stroke of light on bark 

or walls, every smell, pothole, pain, crack, delusion, held still and 

held together—radiant, everlasting. 
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Touching Bubbles - 
Rena Lugtigheid 


Grace Amazing- Emma Roorda 


You of Grace 
a Wretch is me 
that has been Saved 
by One 
Tam Lost 
but You 
are the sweet sound 
that makes me see 
Isee 
because You 
have taught 
have relieved my heart 
by my Fears 
lam Lost 
but You 
are the Sweet Sound 
that makes me see 
Isee 
Bright Shining 
I Sing 
for the Sun 
In you I've become 
Amazing 


Constellations of Us - Hannah Haworth 


We moved to England as stars of our own, yet we felt anticipation as we walked our undiscovered earth, 
and breathed in the smells of dust and the countless times dirty feet Stepped onto these stairs that led up 
to our rooms; leading to memories that only an ancient castle could carry. 


We ran like animals born into the light for the first time 
and seeing with our hearts instead of our minds we rolled down our favourite hill, 
which held a single tree at the top that watched over our school. 


We laughed underneath the stars 

as we dropped sour patch kids into each other’s mouths 
and told each other stories of our past. 

We danced andiasyoutwirled me around 


as graceful as you were, I could not keep up with your long, giraffe-like legs that took up the whole room. 
We shared griefs and I held you as you cried in the hallway becoming a family without even trying. 


We swore and threw fists on a day destined to be fun but clouded itself in grief, as we heard about the 
news of your friend who had passed away. 


We screamed and laughed as we rode on metallic waves overlooking.the Irish Sea, and trembled as we 
rode in a cart that clung onto a giant wheel, as you read the B} i 


We believed we were endless like dying stars that are 
And as we left England we became those constel 


d brighter constellations. 
ith us. 
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‘Unity - 
Rena Lugtigheid 


